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Summary: Jennifer Renee finds herself in the small town of Derry 
after a family tragedy. With being hearing impaired Jennifer thought 
it was better to not speak and be alone without friends instead of 
being made fun off for her differences. But in the summer of 1989, 
Jennifer finds herself being lucky number eight in the Loser Club 
with a killer clown stalking their every move. 


1. 1988-1989 


Disclaimer: I do not own the film/or book IT, that belongs to 
Stephen King. I only own any oc's mentioned in this story. 


A/N: So here is the beginning of my story, I am not used to writing 
any fanfictions since I tend to hate my writing but I am in such an IT 
phase ever since seeing the second chapter of the movie. It was so 
great! And I just said screw it and gathered up my oc idea I've had for 
a while and create this. If you want to picture someone for Jennifer 
Renee her face claim is Millicent Simmonds and her older brother 
Johnathan's face claim is Jake Gyllenhaal. 


If you want to follow my Tumblr blog for all things IT and my oc 
Jennifer with edits and asks questions about her it's called jennifer- 
reneeoc 


Summary: Jennifer Renee finds herself in the small town of Derry 
after a family tragedy. With being hearing impaired Jennifer thought 
it was better to not speak and be alone without friends instead of 
being made fun off for her differences. But in the summer of 1989, 
Jennifer finds herself being lucky number eight in the Loser Club 
with a killer clown stalking their every move. Will Jennifer find her 
voice before it's too late for her and her new group of friends? 


Warnings: This will not be a family-friendly story for obvious 
reasons, there will be gore, death, drug abuse, alcohol abuse, child 
abuse, homophobia, and suicide. I put a trigger warning like down 
below before any chapter warning what it will entail so please be 
warned before reading. 


!Trigger Warning!: This chapter mentions suicide/hanging 


September 1988 


"One...two...three..." A young girl named Jennifer Renee was quietly 
murmuring to herself as she was sitting in the grass counting clover 
petals. Her hands brushed back her light wavy brown hair, and her 
knuckles were bruised from what looked to be a recent fight. As she 


was trying to find a four-leaf clover, the girl didn't hear her older 
brother Jonathan come up behind her. 


"Got into a fight again didn't you?..." Jonathan inquired with a soft 
smirk seeing that Jennifer jumped from hearing his sudden voice as 
he sat down next to her in the grass. Jennifer turned her head, her 
blue eyes glaring at her older brother. 


"You know I hate being snuck up on Jonathan..." Jennifer said, but 
her voice came out gutturally and not as clear as an average person 
would sound...it was almost monotone, but also had a hint of 
annoyance in it. The reason why her voice sounded like this is that 
Jennifer is deaf, well, not entirely. She was losing her hearing at a 
rapid pace, every year it seemed like her hearing dropped down 
lower. 


"And you know I hate it when you get into fights Jenny" Jonathan 
retorted instantly as he grabbed his sister's hands and was sifting 
through them with his own blue eyes. His fingers brushing over her 
knuckles. "What happened this time?..." he inquired gently as he 
glanced up into his little sister's eyes questionably. 


Jennifer quickly looked away from her older brother's inquiring gaze, 
turning her head. She knew he meant well, but she hated 
disappointing him like this. 


"retarded..." Jennifer finally replied in a quiet voice. 


"Come again?" Jonathan said with a raised eyebrow as he reaches out 
and touches Jennifer's chin, turning it, so she was looking back at 
him. "...I may not have a hearing problem, but you know you need to 
look at me so we can understand each other..." he said in a stern but 
understanding tone, giving her a small comforting smile. 


Jennifer frowned, she hated this. It was the same thing that always 
got her in trouble "...someone at school called me retarded 
again...and pushed me..." she finally admitted. 


Many people assumed Jennifer was slow and couldn't function as an 
normal child, saying things like oh, her poor parents...poor 
Jonathan... 


It made her angry, she was smart! She just doesn't hear as well as 
others. 


The small smile on Jonathan's face quickly disappeared and was 
replaced with a frown. If there was the thing he couldn't absolutely 
stand was mistreatment towards her sister, and it happened a lot 
more ever since Jonathan dropped out of school. 


He knew he couldn't protect her forever, but there was always a tug 
on his heart whenever he heard about it, if only there were a small 
group of friends where Jennifer could feel like she belonged. 


"So..." Jonathan started with a soft sigh as Jennifer looked up at him, 
bracing herself for another lecture from her brother. "Did you kick 
ass? "he signed with a faint grin which made Jennifer smile back 
softly in response. 


"I might have broken her nose" Jennifer signed back, making her older 
brother laugh out loud and ruffled her curly hair. 


"That's my girl," Jonathan said with a proud grin as Jennifer batted 
his hand away with a soft laugh. Jennifer could always count on 
Jonathan to make her feel better... he was the only one she could 
trust. 


"Love you forever and always," Jennifer signed to him with a soft 
smile. 


"Forever and always," Jonathan signed back with a grin. 


Jennifer knew her brother would always be there for her, but little 
did she know this was the last year he would be. 


June 1989 


Tick. Tick. Tick. 


Jennifer was just watching as time passed by on the school clock- 
watching time pass by slowly. 


It was the last day of school before summer vacation, and Jessica 


couldn't care less about being here, but honestly, it was better than 
being home right now. 


The only thing on her mind was how it has already been five months 
since she moved to Derry Maine and almost a year since Jonathan 
died. 


A year since she had found her brother, in their home basement. A 
heavy rope tied with a nig knot around the pipes on the ceiling and 
around his neck. His neck was twisted in awkward angle, skin pale 
and purplish lips with dried saliva down his chin. 


Ring! 


It was fainter sound than to ordinary people, but Jennifer wasn't 
ordinary. She had snapped out of her haunting memories noticing 
other classmates rushing out the door in their loud excited chatter 
about summer break. 


Jennifer didn't understand the excitement about summer break, it just 
meant being more lonely and finding things to do with the friends 
she didn't have. 


Jennifer had cut herself off emotionally ever since moving from Derry 
and ignored comments and jeers for being a stuck up bitch, retarded, 
a freak. 


She had been sent to the office multiple times in the few months 
since she has been here for not speaking, or listening. Jennifer 
couldn't have cared less... 


Jennifer quietly gathered her things as she stuffed the items in her 
backpack, fixing her hearing aid box on her jean waistband. 


It was an old-looking box with wires that were attached and went up 
to her ears with two molded earbud looking things inside of it. 


It wasn't the newest hearing aid device, the new ones were less 
noticeable. This was an older device that was just affordable for her 
family. 


As Jennifer got up, she accidentally bumped into one of her 


classmates that was going by her. She let out a soft grunt as she 
knocked the papers out of his hands, and they cluttered onto the 
floor. 


"O-oh s-sorry," a familiar stuttering voice said as Jennifer turned her 
head and saw it was the infamous stuttering Bill. Or in politer terms, 
Bill Denbrough. 


Jennifer already knew about him shortly after moving to Derry, she 
heard about his little brother's sudden death. She knew how hard it 
was losing a brother so she could relate in some way...But he had 
friends to help him through it, so that was a good thing. 


Jennifer stared at him quietly, obviously not saying a word except 
signing "it's okay." 


Though she knew for a fact, he wouldn't understand what he meant 
by that. 


"Is that sort of form of an alien language?" questioned another one of 
her classmates, Riche Tozier. He was known as trash mouth to others 
or in Jennifer's terms a loudmouth. 


She had no problem hearing his voice or annoying jokes that were 
aggravatingly funny at times. 


Richie was also one of Bill's friends and a smaller looking kid by the 
name Eddie Kaspbrak. He took a hit of his inhaler before kneeling 
down and helping Bill pick up the scattered papers, but Jennifer 
already felt awkward so quickly made her way out of the classroom 
before anything else was said. 


But she had left before she could see Eddie smack Richie's arm saying 
"nice going, Richie." 


Jennifer didn't know how to make friends, all she knew was about 
being judged and bullied because of the way she sounded. So it was 
better to be quiet now instead of interacting with people...but 
Jennifer did wonder what it would be like to have friends like Eddie 
or Richie...someone she could count on and have fun with. 


Oh well...it didn't matter, she could take care of herself just 


fine...right? 


There it is! If you enjoyed please follow/favorite or even review! 


Again if you would like to follow and enjoy the world of IT with me 
follow my Tumblr blog! 


Also please let me know of any mistakes! For some reason removes 
words I put in my document when published? It's very confusing and 
I don't realize it. 


2. Knight In Shining Armor 


Disclaimer: I do not own the film/or book IT, that belongs to 
Stephen King. I only own any oc's mentioned in this story. 


A/N: Here's the next chapter! I know a small number of people start 
following this and are interested in it, but the little number seems so 
big for me because I am always scared about my writing, so seeing 
followers is a massive motivator for me. So thank you all again! Side 
note: Amy's mother Face Claim is Sheri Moon Zombie, and her 
father's face claim is Nicholas Cage. 


If you want to follow my Tumblr blog for all things IT and my oc 
Jennifer with edits and asks questions about her it's called jennifer- 
reneeoc 


PSA: 


Since I am a shipping indecisive mess I made a poll to help me decide 
on this journey on who should Jennifer end up with. Link here - / 
poll2535340x176347C1-72 


Warnings: This will not be a family-friendly story for obvious 
reasons, there will be gore, death, drug abuse, alcohol abuse, child 
abuse, homophobia, and suicide. I put a trigger warning like down 
below before any chapter warning what it will entail so, please be 
warned before reading. 


!Trigger Warning!: 
Offensive Language 
All Jennifer could think was how foolish she must have looked to the 
group of boys. Her face was flustered as she gripped the bottom of 


her shirt tightly, a habit she would do whenever she was nervous or 
upset. 


Why can't I be normal?! Jennifer negatively thought to herself as 
frustrated tears threaten to spill out. Everyone thought she was being 


stuck up and mean...who could blame them though she just 
accidentally knocked papers out of her classmate's hands and didn't 
even help him pick it up. 


Jennifer then decided to make her way to the bathroom, deciding it 
would be best to splash water on her face to help her spiraling 
emotions. She thought the bathroom would be empty because 
Jennifer figured that a lot of the students were rushing out of school 
to enjoy their official day of school free fun. 


Oh, how wrong she was...once she went towards the opening of the 
girl's bathroom, Jennifer ended up passing Greta Keene and her 
snobby followers. Jennifer tensed up slightly as they passed, girls like 
them were apart of the apparent popular clique in the school because 
of their looks and because of how wealthy their parents were. 


But they were also cruel, she was shoved against lockers or knocked 
down by them, laughed at, spit at and mocked. 


These types of girls would usually be punched by her in her old 
school...however that was before Johnathan died. So she stayed 
silent. 


When she passed their laughing and cruel smiles Greta managed to 
give her a dirty look before continuing on their way. 


Jennifer warily peeked her head inside the bathroom, unsure if it was 
a trap. But she was met with a different sight. Her nose scrunched up 
in disgust from the smell of garbage hitting her nose, giant puddles of 
water mixed with drenched waste. 


Jennifer wondered why the mess was coming from underneath a 
particular stall. 


All of a sudden, the door of that very stall slammed open. 


The echoed loud bang of the door made Jennifer flinched, her hand 
instantly shot up and covered her ears over her hearing aids. The 
echoing noise was very discomforting. 


Her eyes opened carefully to see the person who kicked open the 
door was no other than Beverly Marsh. 


It was no secret about the rumors about Beverly Marsh, it was clear 
as soon Jennifer had moved here. Jennifer didn't care if Beverley did 
those things or not; it wasn't her business, but Jennifer didn't believe 
those rumors anyway, so not of that mattered. 


Beverly always seemed friendly, Jennifer never really spoke to her, 
but the girl would always give her a soft smile passing in the 
hallways. Even going as far as to help her up one day after being 
tripped but someone. Helping her pick up her things and untangle 
her hearing aids. 


So it bothered her from all the bullying Beverly got, especially from 
other girls like Greta, in Jennifer's opinions they were jealous. 
However, if Jennifer was honest, she was as well...look wise. Beverly 
was just so pretty with her long auburn hair, bright blue eyes and 
freckles compared to the baby fat on Jennifer's cheeks, plain brown 
hair and dull blue eyes. 


There wasn't anything special about herself compared to Beverly 
Marsh. 


Then Beverly looked over at her, finally noticing that someone else in 
with her. She quickly brushed away pricks of frustrated tears from 
her eyes as Jennifer glanced away, feeling awkward. 


Jennifer then noticed some paper towels and walked over, grabbing a 
couple before walking back to Beverly and offering them to her with 
a shy smile. 


Beverly looked surprised by Jennifer's gesture of kindness and took 
the paper towels with a quiet thanks and started drying off her arms 
and legs that had gotten wet, or splattered with the garbage water. 


Jennifer then got more paper towels and started putting them on the 
floor to soak up the water, she didn't want anyone to slip. 


"...Hey...you don't have to help me...this wasn't your fault..." Beverly 
spoke up softly as she walked over to Jennifer, kneeling down by her 
and laying down paper towels. 


Jennifer bit her lip slightly, she didn't want to come off as rude to 


Beverly... as she did to Bill minutes ago. Besides, Beverly was always 
nice to her. 


Sticking up for her and helping so, Jennifer thought she at least owed 
her that much. So she decided to use her voice. 


"I don't mind...not your fault, either..." Jennifer said as her eyes 
focused on the floor. 


Her anxiety pitched up as soon as the words tumbled out of her 
mouth. 


Beverly looked up wholly taken back from hearing her voice, and a 
grin broke out on her lips. 


"..So you really do speak?..." she asked as Jennifer's cheeks flushed 
and nodded. 


"Why?...if you don't mind me asking?..." Beverly casually asked as 
both girls got up to throw the drenched paper towels in the trash. 


".I have trouble hearing...my voice is weird, so I don't talk..." 
Jennifer summed up simply as she turned her head and looking at 
Beverly. 


"Is that what this is for?..." Beverly inquired curiously, pointing over 
to Jennifer's hearing aids and attached box. 


Jennifer nodded with a small smile and signed out yes before she 
continued to help Beverly clean up. 


"I've seen you do those different hand signals before...what is it?" 
Beverly asked, she was honestly curious and intrigued. 


" It's called sign language... it's a way I can speak to others, or others 
can speak to me if they know how..." Jennifer replied. 


"Maybe you can teach me over the summer, I'd love to have secret 
conversations..." Beverly said with a soft smile and wink. 


Jennifer looked surprised but felt warmth in her chest...she never 
thought about relearning, let alone teaching somehow how to do sign 


language after Johnathan's death. 


So it gave her a heartwarming feeling inside at the thought of having 
a friend, and Jennifer nodded with a soft grin. 


" Definitely...1 would like that..." she honestly replied and finished 
cleaning up the rest of the mess and answering any other curious 
questions Beverly might have had about her hearing. 


Jennifer had said a soft goodbye to Beverly, heading to her locker to 
get the remaining things she had left in her locker. 


As she stuffed some of the remaining things in her backpack all of a 
sudden, a hand slammed her locker shut, making Jennifer's eyes 
widened in fear and flinching from the sound. 


Her eyes darted up in fear seeing Henry Bowers staring down at her 
with a dark look in his eyes and a cruel smirk. 


There would be no doubt that Bower's buddies were nearby 
somewhere watching with a smirk of their own, Victor Criss, Peter 
Gordon, Patrick Hockstetter, and Reginald "Belch" Huggins. 


Out of all of them besides Henry, Patrick Hockstetter scared Jennifer 
the most. There was something awful about him, and Jennifer didn't 
want to find out what secrets he was hiding. 


"Me and you gotta have a chat retard..." Henry said as he grabbed the 
front of Jennifer's overalls and shoving her roughly against the hard 
metal lockers. 


Jennifer stared up into Henry's eyes in fear as her heart started to 
pound in her chest...did he found out? If he did that scared Jennifer 
more than anything. 


That secret Jennifer was terrified of Henry finding out was about her 
mother, Amy Reene, fooling around with Oscar "Butch" Bowers... 
Henry's father. 


Amy Reene was a woman spiraling down further into the ground 
after the death of her oldest child Jonathan. She was, in other words, 


a moderate drug user, but seemed to care about her children...Using 
her stripper money for food and necessities to her household. 


After her drug use went out of control and started to drink alcohol 
with her abusive drunk husband, Micheal Reene. 


The money she earned from sexual favors, stripper business went 
towards her drug use. 


So Jennifer hardly had food in her new home and had to hide any of 
her belongings she didn't want her mother to find. 


Shortly after moving to Derry, Amy had gotten into trouble with the 
law. Getting caught with cocaine by Butch Bowers. Amy had agreed 
to exchange sexual favors for getting away from it and more drugs 
from Butch despite the fact he was dating a woman named Rena 
Davenport. 


Now Jennifer was furthering suffering from her mother's decisions... 


Her eyes stared up into Bowers pissed off gaze, she hated it but found 
her hands trembling in fear. 


"A slut has been around my place lately screwing my old man...I 
happened to overhear her talking about having a kid of her 
own...who happens to have the same name as you..." he said in a 
dangerous tone, his grip tightening on her straps. 


"Answer me retard, or you'll have to show me you mommies 
moves..." Henry said with a sick smirk. 


"Leave her a-alone B-B-Bowers!" An unexpected but familiar voice 
called out. 


Jennifer eyes snapped over in surprisment to see standing in the 
middle of the hallway was the very Bill Denbrough staring down 
Henry Bowers with clenched fist. 


Standing besides him was Richie Toizer, Eddie Kaspbrak and another 
boy, Stanley Uris... 


Jennifer never really talked to Stan, she's always seen him in the 


library reading books about birds at least until Richie comes along 
and gets kicked out of the library for being too loud. 


Even though Bill was staring down Bowers bravely, Jennifer could 
see his fingers still trembled a bit in fear, but clenched them tightly. 


The small boy Eddie looked like he was about to pass out then and 
there, his face was pale, taking hits off his inhaler while Stan seemed 
extremely uncomfortable. 


Richie did as well. But seemed to hide it well with his attitude" Yeah, 
Bowers get kicks for picking on someone as girly as him..." he said 
with a soft smirk. 


But then all of a sudden, Richie's backpack was grabbed, and he was 
slammed into Stanley, both boys stumbling to the ground onto the 
hard floor. 


Richie's glasses fall off, and when he went to reach for them, Victor 
Criss came and kicked them away, Peter Gordon beside him. 


Then Belch comes up behind Eddie and burps into his face, making 
the smaller boy flinch and looked like he was going to throw up as he 
scattered over to the other side of Bill. 


Patrick Hockstetter then picked up Stanley's yarmulke that had fallen 
onto the ground after Richie being knocked into him. 


" Nice frisbee flamer," Patrick said with a cruel laugh as Stan tried to 
reach for it desperately. 


" Give it back!" Stan protested as Patrick threw it in one of the full 
garbage cans with a smirk. 


Bill turned back over to Bowers who was laughing, but still had a 
good grip onto Jennifer. 


"You suck, B-B-B-B-Bowers!" Bill shouted out, making Jennifer's eyes 
widened. 


Bill...was so brave...it was the running thought in Jennifer's mind, he 
could have ignored what was happening to her like everyone else, 


but he didn't. 


Henry gazed snapped over to Bill, staring at him menacingly along 
with his other friends. 


Eddie quickly looked over at his friend, his eyes wide in panic. 


" Shut up, Bill," Eddie whispered over to Bill in worry, knowing this 
was about to go south fast. 


While Richie was helping Stan up from the floor, and even though he 
couldn't see shit without his glasses, he still managed to quickly turn 
his head over towards Bill's voice. 


Henry shoved Jennifer against the locker hard, which made her slide 
down to the floor once Henry's grip was finally off of her as he 
walked over to Bill. 


"You s-s-say something, p-p-pussy?" Henry mocks Bill staring the 
younger boy down with a hard gaze waiting for him to respond as 
everyone currently in Bill's group and Henry's watches, the air tense. 


Eddie gave Bill a look to shut it, and Bill did... 
Henry and his goons smirk and snicker from getting no response. 


"Yeah, thought so. You got a free ride this year because of your little 
brother. But the ride's over, Denbrough..." Henry said as he moved 
closer toward Bill reaching out to grab him. 


Jennifer tensed up in fear, not wanting to see someone get hurt over 
her, but then she noticed Henry stopped in his tracks with his hand 
still gripping onto Bill's shirt. 


Henry was looking at no other than Officer Bowers, aka Butch 
Bowers. 


Jennifer never thought in her life she would be happy to see this 
crooked cop in this moment. 


Henry gazes snap back onto Bill as he lets go of his shirt, taking a 
step back, giving the boys and Jennifer room to breath. 


"This summer's gonna be a hurt train, for you and your faggot 
friends..." Henry warned Bill as he licks his own hand and slides it 
down the side of Bill's face before he turned around and headed off 
outside towards Victor's vehicle. 


Butch Bowers turned away and headed outside as well. He had been 
looking inside the school in the request of Betty Ripson's mom, the 
recent missing girl in Derry. 


Jennifer let a shaky breath of relief as the trouble has thankfully 
subsided for now. She then looked over back to the boys. 


Jennifer saw Eddie picking up Richie's glasses and handing them over 
to him, Stan tried to look in the trashcan to see if his yarmulke could 
be salvage and Bill wiping off the saliva Bower's left on his face from 
the wipe. 


She gazes back down to her lap, feeling guilty for causing all this 
trouble...but a small part of her was still thankful they had stepped 
in. 

Jennifer isn't sure what Henry would do to her if she were alone. 


Then Jennifer noticed a hand reaching out to her in front of her. 


She lifted her head up to see Bill offering a hand to her with a small 
smile. 


"Y-You a-alright?" Bill asked softly, his voice laced with concern. 


Jennifer felt her heart started to beat faster as her gaze met Bill's as 
she reached out and took his hand. 


Bill helped her to her feet as she nodded. 


Jennifer didn't want to seem ungrateful or give Bill the wrong idea 
like she had done earlier, so she decided to speak despite her 
anxieties. 


"Yes...thank you for your help..." Jennifer saw softly as her hand 
nervously gripped the bottom of her shirt. 


Jennifer heard a gasp, and she turned her head to see Richie gaping 
at her. 


" I knew it! She does fucking speak!" Richie said with a wide amused 
grin but let out a soft grunt when Eddie smacked his side and giving 
him a warning look. 


"Beep Beep Richie," Stan muttered towards him, giving him almost 
the same warning look Eddie was giving Richie. look which made 
Richie pout and huff slightly. 


"What did I say? I'm just saying I knew she wasn't mute!" Richie 
protested with a soft huff and pouted, crossing his arms. 


"Not mute...just can't hear well..." Jennifer explained as she pointed 
to her hearing aids but gave him a small smile. 


After the small explanation about her hearing, Jennifer was walking 
out alongside Bill with Richie, Stan, and Eddie. 


They walked over to the outside garbage can and unzipped their 
backpacks that were stuffed with old homework, school projects, 
battered notebooks, and broken pencils. 


The group of kids dumped contents into the garbage, shaking it out. 
Purging themselves of the school year. 


"Best feeling ever," Stan said in relief with a soft grin as he slipped 
the empty backpack on. 


Jennifer couldn't help but nod in agreement with a small smile. 
"I know one that's better...Masturbating," Richie said with a soft grin. 


Jennifer starred, trying to really decipher if he said what she thinks 
he said. 


But then she couldn't help herself as she let out a soft laugh but 
covered her mouth to hide it, but Richie caught it and grinned more. 


Stan and Eddie simply rolled their eyes. 


"Hey, what do you guys want to do tomorrow?" Eddie asked changing 
the subject. 


"I start my training," Richie piped in as the group looked over 
suspiciously. 


"Wait, what training?" Eddie inquired as Jennifer stares wanting to 
know as well. 


"Street Fighter!" Richie said casually but with a proud grin as he fixed 
his glasses. 


"Is that how you wanna spend your summer? Inside an arcade," Eddie 
asked incredulously. 


Richie sighed before replying," Beats spending it inside of your 
mother. Oh!" 


He then raised his hand for a high five towards Stanley but he 
grabbed his hand and yanked it down looking back at the group 
before Eddie started bickering with Richie over that comment. 


"What if we go to the quarry?" Stan offered. 


Jennifer wondered about the Quarry, she had never been yet since 
she's always coped up in-home or hiding in the library. 


"G-Guy, we have the Barrens..." Bill answered. 


Jennifer noticed Eddie, Richie and Stan look at eachother and felt 
that the playful mood has changed. 


She wondered why they looked so hesitant, Jennifer was honestly 
intrigued. 


"What's in the Barrens?..." she asked softly, looking over at Bill. 


".,.M-My Brother G-G-Georgie..." Bill replied as his friends shifted in 
discomfort. 


Jennifer thought she heard he was dead...but Bill was still looking for 
him 


She couldn't imagine what it would be like...Jennifer already knew 
Johnthan was dead, but if he had gone missing it would have been 
agonizing on wondering if he was alive or not everyday. 


So Jennifer could relate in some way... 
"I can help..." Jennifer offered looking at him. 
Bill seemed honestly surprised by her willingness to help him. 


"W-We could use more help...t-t-thanks..." Bill said kindly before 
looking back at his friends. 


"S-So tomorrow? Barrens?" Bill asked. 
"We'll be there..." Stanley said softly as they all got on their bikes. 


Before the went off Bill looked over at Jennifer who packed away her 
hearing aids safely inside her backpack. 


"I-I'll, see you tomorrow?" Bill asked her. 
Jennifer gave him a reassuring smile and nodded. 
"TIl see you tomorrow..." she promised. 


This summer was off to a good start...Too bad Jennifer didn't know 
how bad it would get. 


3. Fear and Old Friends 


Disclaimer: I do not own the film/or book IT, that belongs to 
Stephen King. I only own any oc's mentioned in this story. 


A/N: If you want to follow my Tumblr blog for all things IT and my 
oc Jennifer with edits and asks questions about her it's called 
jennifer-reneeoc 


PSA: Just a reminder Jennifer's face claim is Millicent Simmonds and 
future chapters of this story are taking inspiration from the book, the 
mini-series, and the IT 2017 & 2019 films. 


Warnings: This will not be a family-friendly story for obvious 
reasons, there will be gore, death, drug abuse, alcohol abuse, child 
abuse, homophobia, and suicide. I put a trigger warning like down 
below before any chapter warning what it will entail so, please be 
warned before reading. 


!Trigger Warning!: 

Offensive Language, animal death, animal mutilation, animal abuse, 
hanging, suicide mention. 

Jennifer rode her bike with a soft smile still planted on her face; she 
felt more alive than she has been these past few months. 

However, something made her stop in her tracks. 


The bike screeching to a stop as her heart started to hammer in her 
chest. 


It was Victor's Trans Am...and no doubt Henry Bowers was still with 
him. 


But thankfully, they didn't seem to notice her as she tried to hide 
behind a parked car. 


Her heart still pounded in her chest as the car decided to speed 
through into the alleyway. It seemed they didn't notice her as the 


sped right into an alley. 


Why out of all the men in this dumb town did her mother have to 
screw around with Butch Bowers!? 


Jennifer decided to wait for a few moments before peeking over in 
the corner, she could have sworn she heard the car screeching away 
to the other side of the ally, but without her hearing aids on Jennifer 
didn't trust her hearing. 


But once her eyes finally peeked over her eyes widened in surprise, 
there was Mike Hanlon... 


Mike seemed like a friendly kid, someone Jennifer could get along 
with. 


Jennifer had first stumble upon him just a few days after moving to 
Derry. 


Derry Park-Five Months Ago 


Jennifer had been out exploring the new town, trying to get away 
from her parent's drunken arguments, they hadn't even been here for 
three full days, and they were already getting wasted or high. 


She just already wanted to be out of this town...she just wanted 
Jonathan. 


Jennifer didn't even get to go to her own brother's funeral to say 
goodbye because there was no funeral. 


Her parents just wanted to pack up and leave, going to leave him 
there in the morgue to put him in an unmarked grave. 


Like he never existed... 


Jennifer had found the park, it seemed peaceful enough and settled 
down beside the dead tree. 


It was wintertime, and Jennifer had bundled herself in one of 


Jonathan's old sweatshirts. 


Putting her hearing aids in so she could try to hear at least some of 
the muffled sounds of nature. 


She then saw a flash at the corner of her eye and quickly turned her 
head around and saw a boy, he was bigger than her but seemed to be 
the same age as her. 


He had dark-colored skin and had a sheepish smile on his face as he 
was holding an old camera. 


With an Australian Shepherd by his side wagging its tail happily. 
"Sorry...I thought I turned the flash off..." The boy said sheepishly. 


Jennifer got up, her shoulders tensed. She didn't know what this boy's 
intention was...was he taking a photo to make fun of her? 


But looking more closely at him, Jennifer had the feeling that wasn't 
the case. 


He looked sheepish, his eyes were kind, holding worry about her 
being upset with him. 


Jennifer waved her hand dismissively...what was she going to do 
anyway even if he was doing to make fun of her? 


Jennifer then noticed his eyes on her hearing aids. 


Still, as Jennifer decided to get up, she was suddenly pushed back 
down by the boy's dog, who decidedly started licking her face 
affectionately. 


Jennifer honestly was surprised by the sudden attention of the boy's 
dog, it brought a very faint but small smile to her face. 


"Ah, Mr . Chips be careful! What's gotten into you?" Mike lectures, 
looking embarrassed. 


"I'm sorry! He's usually better behaved," Mike said, grabbing the red 
handkerchief around his collar, trying to pull him back off of her. 


It's okay Jennifer signed, giving him a brief small smile. 


After their introduction with one another, Mike had actually become 
Jennifer's first and only friend after moving to Derry. 


They had met up every weekend; that was around the only time Mike 
wasn't busy with working on his grandparent's farm. 


Jennifer found out Mike was homeschooled, so she was a little 
disappointed to learn she still wouldn't know anyone when she 
started school. 


Jennifer also enjoyed the company of Mr . Chips every time her and 
Mike would hang out. 


They would play fetch with the canine, explore the woods and creeks. 


Jennifer also liked to watch Mike take photographs, it was interesting 
to see. 


However, whenever they hung out together and were seen in town, 
Jennifer would notice the strange and sometimes disgusting looks. 


Then a few weeks before school began, something horrible 
happened... 


Jennifer noticed that Mike was distraught. 


He couldn't find Mr. Chips anywhere, so Jennifer helped Mike look 
for their canine companion the whole day, and before the sun had 
set, they had found him. 


Or what remained of him... 
Jennifer just stood there and stared, her eyes wide as Mike broke 
down into quiet sobs as he collapsed on his knees and gagged like he 


was about to be sick. 


They had found him not far from Mike's farm, he was almost near the 
Bowers place... 


The poor dog was laying in the grass, dried blood had pooled around 


him. 
One of his front legs was forcibly snapped in a painful-looking angle. 


But the part that made Jennifer want to throw up was that Mr . 
Chips' head was gone. Flies were already buzzing and maggots 
crawling in the deceased dog's body. 


The only way Mike and Jennifer could tell it had been once their 
beloved companion was the blood-drenched checkered bandana that 
was barely hanging on the rotting body. 


After that day, Mike wasn't the same...he was more distant, and she 
didn't know why, but she could have guessed it had to do with what 
happened to Mr . Chips and the Bowers family. 


He wasn't talking or even interacting with her anymore, and Jennifer 
felt lonelier than ever... 


So just a few days before school started, Jennifer managed to find 
Mike and confront him, asking him why he wasn't speaking to her 
anymore. 


Mike looked at her with mixed emotions, regret...guilt, and 
devastation. 


He seemed so lost and lonely. 


But instead of giving her an answer, he spoke the words she dreaded 
to hear. 


"I can't be friends with you...leave me alone and don't talk to me 
anymore..." Mike replied and got back on his bike, riding by leaving 
her alone. 


Before school had even begun, Jennifer had lost two of her only 
friends... 


Present 


Mike was sitting on the ground, visibly shaken, it would be 
reasonable to think that it was because of Bowers, but something told 
Jennifer it was something worse than him. 


Jennifer got off her bike and propped it against the brick wall going 
over to him. 


"Mike?...," she asked worriedly as she knelt down by him. 

His eyes snapped back over to her. 

"Jen?..." Mike asked in a startled, small whispered. 

Something must have frightened him...she could see it in his eyes. 


Jennifer frowned slightly and nodded as she held her hand out to him 
to help him up. 


Mike looked at her with his lost and confused gaze, before he quietly 
took her hand, standing up. 


He looked like he wanted to tell her something...but instead of 
speaking to her, he quickly brushed by her and ignored her as 
Jennifer called out to him. 


Just like that, Mike was back on his bike and riding away from her 
just like he did the last interaction they had with one another. 


After that brief interaction with Mike again, Jennifer couldn't stop 
thinking about the look of terror on his face. 


She remembered that he was staring into the meat freezer of the open 
door, but when she glanced in it, she didn't see anything. 


Jennifer couldn't shake the fear away in her gut, but while Jennifer 
was riding, a sudden gush of wind blew through her hair, startling 
her out of her thoughts and stopped the bike for a moment. 


Jennifer turned her head and noticed that she had happened to stop 
in front of the Neibolt house. 


She frowned this place always gave her a bad feeling, she wondered 


how she happened to stop here out of all the places. 


But Jennifer didn't want to linger on any more than she had to, but 
before she could put her foot on the pedal, the wind picked up again, 
and Jennifer could have sworn she heard someone say her name, so 
she instantly looked back over to the house. 


Someone or something was calling for her, but she just couldn't hear 
it... 


What if it was someone who needed help? 


So Jennifer got off her bike and wrestled with pulling her hearing 
aids out, but once she had put them and turned it on, a shirl sound 
echoed into her ears, making Jennifer yank them out with a soft 
wince. 


The hell? Jennifer thought to herself in discomfort and confusion 
before turning it off. 


Did that shove from Bowers earlier damage them? They were 
working fine after until she turned it off and put it back in her bag. 


Jennifer then heard another faint sound, the wind still blowing 
around her as she glanced back to the house...had that door always 
been open? 


She didn't want to be here any longer than she had, too, but Jennifer 
was worried if someone or even an animal was in trouble, so she 
found herself walking up the steps and into the house. 


"Hello?..." Jennifer called out warily as she looked around, her heart 
already starting to beat frantically. 


Jennifer wondered how this house was even still standing...it was so 
broken down and not fit for any person to be living there. 


All of a sudden, at the corner of her eye, she saw a glimpse 
of...Jonathan? 


He had been wearing Jonathan's favorite blue hoodie sweatshirt. 


Jennifer knew that hoodie from anywhere...Jonathan wore that 
whenever he wanted to relax...whenever he was cold...even giving it 
to Jennifer if she was cold and snuggled up to her brother just 
watching movies. 


He even wore that sweatshirt whenever he was upset...Jennifer also 
found him hanging in that sweatshirt. 


"Jonathan?!" Jennifer called out as some tears started in her eyes. 


Jennifer felt herself call out desperately as she quickly ran into the 
room where she could have sworn she saw him in the kitchen. 


But as soon as Jennifer ran in, it was empty. 
Just an empty room with nothing but dust and old furniture. 


Her eyes were drawn to the dusty table, it looked like it was barely 
even holding itself up. 


But as Jennifer kept looking at it, something startled her. 


She heard a loud crash and a muffled yell that sounded like a deep 
growl. 


So Jennifer quickly turned around and was face to face with someone 
she never expected to see again. 


Jonathan looked at her with dead milky white eyes. 


His head snapped in an inhuman angle, where his neck happened to 
snap when the rope had tightened around it. 


Jennifer felt her breath hitch in her throat as it was getting harder to 
breathe. 


Shivers of fear ran up her spine. 


This wasn't happening to herself over and over again, Jennifer 
repeated inside her head over and over again. 


"Je-n-ny," its voice croaked out, stumbling over to her and reaching 


his hand out. 


This made Jennifer stumble back in fear, almost tripping over the 
rubble in the house. 


"Wh-y di-dn't you cu-t m-e do-wn Je-eny?" he croaked again. 


Oh god, why didn't I? Jennifer thought to herself as tears pricked her 
eyes. 


Why? Maybe Jonathan had still been alive when she found him after 
school that one day... perhaps if she would have just cut him down, 
she could have saved him. 


But she didn't, she had just screamed over and over again as she 
stared at his body hanging. She had killed her brother... 


The only one who had ever loved her because she had been too much 
of a coward. 


" 


"Run..." a voice suddenly yelled, Jennifer didn't know if it was 
another person here or her own conscious yelling at her as Jonathan 
made another limp towards her and reaching out. 


But Jennifer was trembling, she was terrified, and as Jonathan's 
fingers started to reach and felt his fingertips, she was close enough 
to see the droll beginning to trickle down her dead brother's chin. 


But that voice came again, this time louder and desperate. 
"Move Now!" it shouted. 


And Jennifer did just that as she stumbled back further, turning 
around and rushing out of that house, towards her discarded bike. 


Once Jennifer was back on it and started to pedal away is when she 
dared to look back. 


Instead of her dead brother, she was met with the sight of a clown... 


It was staring back at her with yellow hungry and angry eyes with 
mouthfuls of droll coming out of its lips... 


Jennifer could have sworn she had seen sharp teeth in its mouth, but 
she didn't want to stay any longer as she started pedaling faster, 
getting as far away as possible. 


Jennifer didn't stop until she had made it to her own home. 


Tripping over her bike as she discarded it near the garage and didn't 
stop running until she was inside of the house, slamming the door 
shut and going into her room. 


That is where Jennifer's legs finally gave out in exhaustion. She had 
peddled fast and hard to get away from that house...away from that 
clown...from Jonathan. 


Her whole body was still trembling in fear, her eyes wide in terror. 
Then after a few moments, Jennifer finally let out a loud sob and 
couldn't stop the tears flowing from her eyes. 


Usually, a good parent would have seen Jennifer come inside, white 
as a ghost with tears in her wide terror eyes, but Jennifer nowhere 
near had good parents. 


Instead, her father, Micheal Renee, was pissed off from being woken 
up from the door slamming shut and pounded on Jennifer's door. 


"Quit fucking crying, you retarded piece of shit!" he shouted. 


Micheal wasn't very much of a working man, he preferred his wife, 
making easy money or scamming people. 


He liked to drink...it gave him a way to get away from having a 
whore of a wife, a dead son, and a retarded daughter. 


Jennifer didn't stop crying, her body flinched from her father's 
pounding on the door. 


It continued to sob, her body curled up against the door, burying her 
face into her knees. 


After a few more minutes of her father yelling abusive names towards 
her and threatening to whoop her ass. 


It had finally stopped when his yells faded out when he had gotten 
into his car and sped off. 


Jennifer's mother, Amy, was still sitting on the couch, her eyes in a 
daze like she was lost in another world. 


High as a kite. But she had started to look annoyed by her husband 
yelling and threw an empty bottle at the wall. 


"Shut the fuck up and let me sleep! I have to work in a few hours," 
she yelled as she slumped onto the couch, curling up and angrily 
pulling a pillow over her ears to muffle the sounds of the door slam 
from her husband and crying child. 


Amy Renee was no better than her husband, but she preferred drugs 
over alcohol and actually worked. 


Amy was a stripper; she took it further than dancing and slept with 
clients and did sexual favors for money or in most cases, drugs. 


Being high helped her forget the life she had...an abusive husband, a 
disabled child, and a dead one. 


Jennifer felt trapped...and absolutely terrified. 


